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MOREOVER

A partially absolute form
and the permanent mystique of origin
Unguided books and lakes
The missing journeys recalled
Hills in their gratitude spiralling
How snowy seems the moon always
In between metastructural tapestries 
Favorably unusual kinds do find

With more from the side horizons
Mellowed and slowed ancient natureine
Rayed from here to within
The heiress is doubt
The moon is confusing
Lessening is not possible
Much stirring up much
As though hoped for regatherings
Made again certain 
How we find
Loyalty is the placenta of illusory dominion
While
Lunacy is the birth of true emancipation
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HIGHHOLY REMINDING

My head is my tail
and my spine is my head
My head is my tail and
My spine is my head
My head is my tail
and my spine is my head

The moving faces are not souls
and souls do not misinterpret moving faces
The moving faces are not souls and
Souls do not misinterpret moving faces
The moving faces are not souls
and souls do not misinterpret moving faces
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